216	Can This Marriage Be Saved?
I loved Dan once. When we were married, he was perfect in my
eyes. I was only seventeen at the time, childish, inexperienced.
Other people warned me Dan was difficult that he was moody, ar-
rogant, domineering. I didn't see it that way. I was attracted by
his masculinity, his ambition—the self-assertiveness I mistook for
strength. At first I was thrilled by his determination to shut out the
world and keep me to himself. Afterward I began to feel stifled—
as though my individuality were being smothered.
In our early years together, Dan drank little. We didn't have the
money to pay for liquor. We were married during the depression,
and although Dan had an engineering degree, the best job he could
find was in a filling station. Typically enough, he gave me the im-
pression he owned the station. Later on, when he established his
own business, it was months before I was told. Perhaps Dan thought
he would fail, I don't know. My whole marriage has been a guessing
game. It was only by accident I learned Dan had borrowed the
money to finance our honeymoon and buy me a huge engagement
diamond. I would have gladly skipped the honeymoon and done
without the ring. I would have preferred to receive his faith and
confidence. That is something Dan cannot understand.
Since Fm a woman, he is unalterably convinced Tm mercenary
and grabby, that he can buy my admiration and my love. Tm
handed the frosting on the cake, but I would rather share a loaf of
bread, Tm treated like a child or a gold-digging mistress.
The story of my diamond bracelet may be enlightening. One
night about a year ago Dan went on a talking jag that lasted for
hours. He painted rainbow pictures o£ our future, promised me a
ten-room mansion and a swimming pool. In the middle of his mono-
logue, he got amorous. I managed to escape upstairs. A few minutes
later he passed out on the sofa with a lighted cigarette in his hand
and set fire to the cushions. Oh, it wasn't a serious fire; by the time
I got downstairs, he had it out. But I complained. At once he flew
Mo a senseless, destructive rage. He smashed my favorite lamp and
several ash trays. Peter waked up and started to cry. I ran upstairs to
comfort him.

